The marvellous stag of Arthur,
That lofty white stag, leap
From mountain steep to steep.

DEMON AND BEAST
FOR certain minutes at the least
That crafty demon and that loud beast
That plague me day and night
Ran out of my sight;
Though I had long perned in the gyre,
Between my hatred and desire,
I saw my freedom won
And all laugh in the sun*
The glittering eyes in a death's head
Of old Luke Wadding's portrait said
^Welcome, and the Ormondes all
Nodded upon the wall,
And even Straffbrd smiled as though
It made him happier to know
I understood his plan*
Now that the loud beast ran
There was no portrait in the Gallery
But beckoned to sweet company,
For all men's thoughts grew clear
Being dear as mine are dear*
But soon a tear-drop started up,
For aimless joy had made me stop
Beside the little lake
To watch a white gull take
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